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the dear Professor lay asleep, looking, with
his great broad shoulders in the white night-
gown, and one hand holding a cluster of pan-
sies, like a mighty angel resting between
errands. Strength, serenity and dignity were
in the uttermost corners of the room, because
of him. I was never more intensely aware
of all the ' meanings * that Mrs. John had
accumulated in that beloved room of theirs
than in those few minutes that we three stood
together with our arms entwined, while Mrs.
John talked with such simplicity, and all the
little mottoes stood round listening in wonder
and saying to themselves, ' This must be what
we mean!' I spoke to Mrs. John in that quiet
time of the deep impression her little talk
had made on the boys, and she said, ' I'm
glad. I was afraid the boys would think of
me just now 'as being far away and not to
be approached in my bereavement; and I
thought and thought what would be the best
way to make them feel me near and close to
them all. And as I sat beside John's couch,
I said out loud, (Dear, do you want me to
talk to the boys? Do you think I'd better?'
and it was almost as if he said in words,
' Yes, I do/ "

Meanwhile, as the body of the great head-
master lay in the quiet room, up above the
tree-tops of The Hill, there was brought to
"Mrs. John"'this note:

" As Stanton said, when he closed the eyes
of Lincoln, * Now he belongs to the ages/ sothere.
